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upon this ! ' Read!   Here are their promises !    I do not lie I"
Dogs prowled, their black muzzles plastered with red. The high sun heated the bare heads. A nauseous odour exhaled from the imperfectly buried dead ; some of the corpses protruded from the ground to their waists. Spendius called them to bear witness to the truth of what he said ; then menacingly raised his fists in the direction of Hamilcar.
Matho was watching him, and, in order to mask his true cowardice, he made a display of anger, by which he was himself gradually overtaken: he dedicated himself to the Gods, while he heaped curses upon Carthage. " The torture of captives was mere child's-play. Why, therefore, spare them, only to drag after the army these useless cattle ? No! we must make an end of them! their projects are known. Only one escaping could betray us ' No quarter ! The good men will be recognised by the fleetness of their legs, and the strength of their blows.'*
Then they returned to the captives, many of whom were still in death-throes ; they finished them by thrusting their heels into the victims' mouths, or else stabbed them with javelins. Finally they thought of Gisco ; no one had seen him anywhere ; this caused them uneasiness. All desired to be convinced of his death, and to participate in its consummation. At last three Samnite herdsmen discovered him at twelve paces from the site where recently Matho's tent had st^od; they recognised him by his long beard, and called the others.
Lying down on his back, his arms against his hips, and his knees pressed together, he had the apgear-